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seemed in his element, facing the spray and cunningly calculating to get wind and tide in his favour. Partly with regret she saw him, stripped of his tarpaulin, jump into her boat, as though she had once more to say farewell to sailor Nevil Beauchamp; farewell the bright youth, the hero, the true servant of his country!
That feeling of hers changed when he was on board. The stirring cordial day had put new breath in him.
"Should not the flag be dipped?" he saidj looking up at the peak, where the white flag streamed.
" Can you really mistake compassion for defeat ? " said she, with a smile.
"Oh! before the wind of course I hadn't a chance."
" How could you be so presumptuous as to give chase ? And who has lent you that little cutter ? "
Beauchamp had hired her for a month, and he praised her sailing, and pretended to say that the race was not always to the strong in a stiff breeze.
"But in point of fact I was bent on trying how my boat swims, and had no idea of overhauling you. To-day our .salt-water lake is as fine as the Mediterranean."
"Omitting the islands and the Mediterranean colour, it is. I have often told you how I love it. I have landed papa at the Club. Are you aware that we meet you at Steynham the day after to-morrow ? Ji ~
"Well, we can ride on the downs. The downs between three and four of a summer's morning are as lovely as anything in the world. They have the softest outlines imaginable . . . and remind me of a friend's upper lip when she deigns to smile."
" Is one to rise at that hour to behold the effect ? And let me remind you further, JSTevil, that the comparison of nature's minor work beside her mighty is an error, if you will be poetical."
She cited a well-known instance of degradation in verse.
But a young man who happens to be intimately acquainted with a certain " dark eye in woman " will not so lightly be brought to consider that the comparison of tempestuous night to the flashing of those eyes of hers topples the scene headlong from grandeur. And if Beauchamp remembered rightly, the scene was the Alps at night.